A   BRASS   HAT   IN   NO   MAN'S   LAND
Rebellion,, I know nothing of politics/ he adds,
*I hate them - they are the curse of every land; but
I know the Irish Question is an unreal politically-
inspired game of bluff and office-seeking expediency.
Good night, old chap/ he says, CI must get some
sleep/ It is the last 'Good night/ he is to say, for
nine hours later he goes to his long rest to join the
vast legion of happy warriors. I move over to my
saddlebags and He down to sleep. My mind goes
back to the Tugela where I did much the same thing
sixteen years ago, as a mere lad, before the final
advance to Ladysmith. Sleep does not come. I
wander about among the men, who are all lying on
the ground, their arms piled, their equipment ready.
Most are asleep. I talk to some in lowered tones
who are looking at the stars in contemplation. Reach-
ing the fringe of the wood on the northern side, I
see a light. True, it is dimmed, but there are orders
against showing any lights, lest hovering enemy
aircraft might detect or surmise the presence of the
assembled troops. Tut that light out/ I order.
'Don't you know you shouldn't have a light?' I add.
*Do you want to give the whole show away?5 I
indignantly ask, CI am writing a letter home, Sir,
it will be my last, and I just feel lika** it/ says an
apologetic voice, adding, 'I am very sorry, Sir, I
shouldn't have done it.' It's young Campbell, a
stout lad. 'All right/ I say, 'no harm's done,
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